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that is unendurable to eyesight. They
complain much of that commandment that
we can do almost what we will, if we do it
gaily, and think that freedom is but a
trifling with the world.
If we would find a company of our own
way of thinking, we must go backward to
turreted walls, to courts, to high rocky
places, to little walled towns, to jesters
like that jester of Charles the Fifth who
made mirth out of his own death ; to the
Duke Guidobaldo in his sickness, or Duke
Frederick in his strength, to all those
who understood that life is not lived, if
not lived for contemplation or excitement.
Certainly we could not delight in that
so courtly thing, the poetry of light love,
if it were sad; for only when we are gay
over a thing, and can play with it, do we
show ourselves its master, and have minds
clear enough for strength. The raging fire
and the destructive sword are portions of
eternity, too great for the eye of man,
wrote Blake, and it is only before such
things, before a love like that of Tristan
and' Iseult, before noble or ennobled death,
that the free mind permits itself aught but
brief sorrow. That we may be free from